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were.   A comforting sight for the doubtful; but I was innocent of
doubts.
It is my firm resolve to indulge in no backward prophecy in this
book: a certain type of historical novel pursues that line of attack
and fills" me with nausea, In works of that school not only is tho
young Will told that he will become the greatest genius of all ages,
but it's even whispered into his youthful ears that at a distant date
Mr. John Gielgud will play Ihunlct: or young Chopin is cheered by
the prophecy that he will be the composer of 'one of the lavourite
tunes in the B.B.C.'s Forces Programme. None the less, I can't refrain
from examining the state of my mind in May i<>4o. That state ol
mind consisted mostly of a childlike faith in I ranee and the French
Army. It was for me an unbeatable. anny> led by the best generals
and permeated by a spirit that would never give in. Shortly before
the war broke out a veteran of the last war told me that if the
Germans killed every Frenchman but one, that last l-Veiu'lnuaa
would attack the whole Gorman Army straight away. He wouldn't
need arms: lil aura la nnjc an ca-i/r.' It was said so conclusively that
for me it was final. I now know that f should have seen things more
clearly, especially as 1 was well acquainted with the deep-rooted
corruption to be found everywhere. Like many of my generation,
I learned my contemporary history from books about the last war.
I looked at this war as at something that fundamentally belonged to
the same spirit if not to the same circumstances. Yet planes and
tanks after the Polish campaign slightly ruffled my complacency.
But France, so we heard, had thousands of tanks and planes.
After the campaign of Poland I had put a question to a French
staff officer friend of mine. I asked him what would happen in France,
if a great number of German tanks attacked simultaneously with
low-Hying aircraft (dive-bombers were still unknown to me). lie
said it could do a lot of harm, but, he added, the, Maginot Line nude
such attacks unthinkable.
That was when I was still in Aix-lcs-Kains, and f remember saying
to Nona that probably in this war, too, there would be a number of
lost battles at the beginning. Thus the events of May didn't sur-
prise me unduly. The closer the war, the stiller ITench resistance
would be, and then ... I had no doubts about 'then.' it was a
fool's paradise peopled with the shadows of Gallium, I!oeh and the
rest of them.
Robert was the possessor of a Maecenas, who was a shopkeeper on
a large scale. Needless to say, he had a cushy job in an aircraft